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to the sister hurrying along the corridor. "Tell the supply
sister to send me some breakfast."
He stripped off his tunic. Smirnova glanced into the
compartment, saw his blackened head, his arms blood-
stained to the elbows, shrank back and ran to the kitchen.
"Aha, got them running about!" Suprugov said to
himself.
Stripped to the waist, his braces dangling, he went to
wash, deliberately half-clad. Fima followed on tiptoe
with a jug of hot water. He held out his cupped palms,
"Pour it out!"
The hospital train, scorched and blackened, its
windows shattered, returned to its base. A burnt-out
coach dangled at the tail. Green lights glowed in front
of it, and other trains made way for it*